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MARVEL JR. 




Dr. ERNEST G OSBORNE 

V*»\*tsor of Ed uta i, Bn 

' Of/w ol Iht Com- 

munity- Cfittr.-I <■„,■/< ColUae 
Columbia Vnivmily 

MAJOR AL WILLIAMS 



have enlisted the aid ol the dis- 
tinguished individual* whoie 
name* arc given above. 



CAPI. MARVEL JR. 

FIGHTS THE 
ARABIAN KNIGHTS! 
CAPT. MARVEL JR. 
AND THE STOLEN 

HALF-CENTURY ! 
CAPT. MARVEL JR. 
AND THE MAGIC ACT! 
CAPT. MARVEL JR. 

HAUNTS THE 
GHOST VIGILANTES! 



ADDED FEATURES 

RUBBERNOSE RANDOLPH 
SNORTVILLE SNEEZE 
BOXCAR BENNY 
WHIPPERSNAPPERS 

PLUS: 

•IF A SHOE FITS' an 
exciting short story 



:. AND POSSESSIONS 
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CAPT. MARVEL A KB MARY MARVEL 
P*£Sm AH IMPORTANT ANttOUMCBMtNT ! 




KNOW THE RULES! 
WAV THE OAME 

Of LIFE FAIRLY I 




urns i MurstntstMt 
mr trni mattsr 
hi of rem 



DON'T DESTROY 
PRIVATE PROPERTY 



THI BOYS AND GIRLS OF AMERICA 
OF EVERY RACE, CREED AND COLOR 

Only ■ chump intentionally break ■ the rules of the 
name ~ whether it be in mere play, an athletic contest, 
or In the moil important game of all, The Game of 
Life. Don't be t chump' 

tn the Came of Life everything »e do. every action 
we Iske is determined by the rules society has net up, 
and which are, known to ,you and me an "(he law." 
We all don't take part in athletic contests or Rimes, 
but we all do-we all mual-play a position in the 
Came of Life. 
NO TEAM, NO INDIVIDUAL CAN VIOLATE THI IDLE I 
AND WINI IT CAN'T IE DONE I 

Violate the rules of the athletic contest and you and 
the team are penalized. Violate the rules of The 
Came of Life and you, and your relative*, and ynur 
friends, and every other member of society lose. 
In the athletic contest the "limp" will send you to the 
side line-: in The Game of Life the law-enforcement 
offirrw will take you out of the name and send you to 
the side lines-whii'h might be a jail. 
YOU CAN'T tlEAK THE RULES OF THE CAME AND WINI 



in! „ 



lake 



. In 



Ldmund C (Pal) Uro< 
District Attorney 
San Francisco, Calif 




REMEMIT.lt YOU CAN'T BREAK THE RULES AND WIN) 




DON'T PICK ON 
MINORITIES 



DON'T TELL 
LIES I 



THE COLOR OF EVERY MAN'S BLOOD IS RED REGARDLESS OF RACE OR RELIGION! 
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IF THE SHOE FITS . . . 

BY ROBERT BERNSTEIN 



(tllOW FAR are we 
MM. from Lima now, 
driverr** asked the spinster 
for tile sixth time that hour. 
She was sitting right behind 
Tommy Bergen, driver for 
the Whippet Lines, world 
famous for courteous service. 
"About an hour more, 

Tommy glanced up at the 
mirror which showed him 
what was happening up and 
down the aisle of his bus. 
Properly speaking, there was 
no aisle. Instead of an aisle 
there was a queue of human- 
ity, all holding on for dear 
life and leaning weariedly on 
on* another. 

Every teat was rilled. 
Som* people sat on the hand 
restt of seats but others were 
not bo fortunate. Tommy 
was a gentleman. If he could 
have given his driver's seat 
to tome collapsing traveler 
and controlled the wheel by 
intuition, he would have 
been happier. 

But the but would toon be 
in Una, Ohio, where the 
passenger* would board a 
new but that would take 
them on to Fort Wayne and 
Chicago. In changing, eorae- 
thmg of a balance would be 
restored . . . the people 
standing would be the .first 
one* «a», and consequently 
w>u)d (m> the first >* get into 
tfc* wutttajt wnpvv but. 
Tommj idglwd. The bus was 
eating up the roaa, the road 
wa» good . . . perhaps they 
would arrive a few minutes 
ahead <4 schedule. 

Tommy swung the but 
akillfully around a sharp 
curve. Knowing the -road 
well, he knew he had a 
straight six mile, run ahead 
of him. Just then his head- 
lights picked up the figure of 



a man dancing up and down 
at the side of the road wav- 
ing his arms frantically. 
Tommy had to cut speed and 
slow down to pick him up. 
Where to put the new pas- 
senger would be a problem. 
And yet, Tommy couldn't 
leave the man alone on. the 
road. It was a pretty de- 
serted spot. 

The passengers groaned as 
the bus rolled to a dead stop. 
The usual complaints welled 
up from inside the - bus: 
"Why are we stopping? We 
can't take on anybody else I 
Oh I — my stomach I Just 
when everything was going 
finel" Tommy answered 
none of these, but carefully 
opened the door and called 
out. 

"We're pretty filled up, 
fellow! Don't know where 
we can put you." 

"You can't leave me here !" 
Tommy heard the man snap. 
"I've got to get to Chicago!" 
Of course, it wasn't the least 
bit true that Tommy couldn't 
leave him there. All he could 
have done to disprove the 
surly assertion was to whiz 
by in the dark, and nobody 
would have been the wiser. 

"Move in there," Tommy 
heard his new fare snarl. 
"Give somebody else a break. 
Stop hogging the bus I" 
Tlhere was a yelp of pain. 

"Hey . . . OWWW ! Watch 
your valise, mister! Wanna 
•tick it through me?" The 
protest came from a sixteen 
year old boy ... the one who 
had spent the past two hours 
leaning up against the bus 
door. Tommy saw some 
clumsy movements and again 
the boy's exclamation of 
pain. This wouldn't do at all. 
Tommy got out of his seat 
and squeezed through the 
crowd near the door. 



"Hold on there!" Tommy 
said. "You can't' take that 
valise into the bus I" He was 
referring to a large, yellow 
leather valise which the ex- 
citable passenger was trying 
to force through the unyield- 
ing bodies near the door. 
Tommy stepped down from 
the bus and put a restraining 
hand on the fellow's arm, 
and shook his head. 

"Uh-uh, mister. That valise 
won't fit. Maybe we can 
squeeze you into the bus . . . 
MAYBE — But we sure can't 
take on that trunk of yours I" 

THE MAN glared bale- 
fully at Tommy for a 
second and then contempt- 
uously began once more to 
shove away at the knees of 
the hapless passengers. 
Tommy indignantly snatch- 
ed the valise out of the man's 
hands. 

"You heard what I said!" 
retorted Tommy. "Y.ou can't 
get that valise aboard. I'll 
have to put it in the baggage 
compartment. You come on 
that way or you don't come 
on at all!" 

"I've a good mind to re- 
port you to the bus line!" 
cried the irate pick-up. "Give 
you whippersnappers a little 
authority and you become 
little dictators." 

The annoyance was very 
plain in Tommy's face as he 
pointed to the valise. "Re- 
port me to anybody you 
want," replied Tommy. "Am 
I putting that valise in the 
compartment or am Heaving 
you right here. Which is it?" 

The man. muttered some- 
thing under his breath and 
said, "Don't think the author- 
ities won't"hear about this. 
Give me a ticket to Chicago !", 

Tommy stowed the valise 
an the' compartment, punched 
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j ticket to Lima, and as he 
gave the fellow change of a 
twenty dollar bill, curtly ex- 
plained to him that he'd have 
to buy a Chicago ticket in 
Lima. Then Tommy squeez- 
ed his way back to the dri- 
ver's seat, started the bus, 
and shut out the cool Ohio 
night with a slam of the 
door. 

What a problem, Tommy 
muttered to himself. . The 
nerve of the fellow wanting 
to get a valise of that size 
into the busl Didn't the idiot 
realize ... At that split sec- 
ond, a strange thought 
shadowed into Tommy's 
mind! WHY did the man 
want to take the valise into 
the bus with him ? What was 
in the valise that made him 
to loath to leave it in the 
compartment? ... In fact, 
what was he doing on that 
lonely stretch of highway? 
A broken down ear? There 
wasn't a car on the road. 
. . . unless the fellow drove 
it into the brush, off the road. 
Tommy wasn't sure why, 
but he felt that something 
was not right. There was 
something unnatural about 
the man and his fierceness! 

Then one of the oddest 
thoughts struck Tommy. 
Back at the last ten-minute 
rest stop he had heard a 
police broadcast coming 
from the small set inside a 
state patrolman's car. The 
warning concerned an ab- 
sconding bank cashier who 
was last reported in North 
Central Ohio. There was a 
description of the criminal, 
but Tommy hadn't paid close 
attention, and eould remem- 
ber next to nothing of it. 
Only two items stuck with 
him . . . that the man was 
middle-aged and walked with 
a strong limp. 

Now Tommy had no op- 
jwrttmity to see whether the 
man walked with a limp. If 
he did, then he was certain 
his irascible passenger was 
the man the police were seek- 
ing. When the bus would 
pull into Lima, be would 
notice. He would watch the 
man walk toward the ticket 
window . . . and if he limped t 



—Tommy settled himself In 
his seat, gripped the wheel 
tightly, and waited for time 
to bring him to Lima. When 
the spinster asked him for the 
seventh and eighth time how 
far away they, were from 
Lima at the moment. Tommy 
was now as grimly interest- 
,ed as the old woman. He_was 
counting the seconds and 
miles. 

WTHEN THE BUS pulled 
into the Lima station, 
the suspect was the first pas- 
senger off. Tommy got out 
of his seat and followed him 
down. The man was waiting 
for Tommy, a cold look 
creasing his face. 

"May I have my valise 
now?" he asked with a voice 
dripping with hatred. 

Tommy waved indifferent- 
ly toward the ticket window 
as he helped an old woman 
alight. "Get your ticket to 
Chicago first. By that time 
I'll have all the baggage out 
on the station platform." 

Without answering, the 
. man turned on his heels and* 
walked toward the ticket 
window. Tommy's gaze 
dropped to the man's legs. 
The man was LIMPING! 
Tommy sprang away from 
the door, cranked open the 
luggage compartment and 
got out the big yellow valise. 
The man was nearing the 
ticket window. Tommy had 
to work fast. He dashed for 
the waiting room with the 
heavy valise. Placing it down 
on a bench, he was overjoyed 
to find the valise wasn't 
locked. With his ' heart 
pounding excitedly, he threw 
open the valise and gasped I 
There lay the loot! There 
must have been at least fifty 
thousand- dollars in small de- 
nominations. Tommy dashed 
outside the waitfhg room and 
clutched the arm of a police- 
man who was watching the 
passengers flow onto the 
platform. 

"Officer I" . Tommy hissed. 
"I've caught that bank cash- 
ier , . . . the one the state's 
been looking for) He's got 
ever fifty grand in his 
valise I" 



Tt was onty a matter of 
seconds before the man was 
standing, handcuffed before 
a triumphant Tommy. The 
patrolman was talking into a 
wall telephone. The culprit 
was pale as a sheet and trem- 
bling. "But I'm not a bank 
cashier, and I never stole any 
money," he kept repeating to 
Tommy. Tommy laughed 
scornfully. He turned his at- 
tention from the man to the 
policeman who had just hung 
up and was shuffling over, a 
queer expression on his florid 
face. 

Tommy could have fainted 
at the policeman's opening 
sentence. "He's right. He's 
NOT the bank cashierl The 
cashier was arrested two 
hours ago in Mansfield 1" 

With vast reh'ef, the man 
turned on Tommy, "You see, 
you fool ( All your suspicions 
were for nothing ! I told you 
I didn't rob any bank!" 

Tommy felt like sinking 
through the floor with shame. 
A small crowd had collected 
about Tommy and they re- 
garded him none to kindly, 

"Well, officer, suppose you 
take these off now," said the 
man turning to the police- 
man and extending his hand- 
cuffed hands. The policeman 
shook his head. 

"Oh, no!" Everyone, in- 
eluding Tommy and the 
man, looked at the policeman 
with jaws agape. The police- 
man explained. "You're not 
the cashier, but you are a 
COUNTERFEITER! This 
man is wanted in several 
states and I'm holding him 
here in Lima until the FBI 
arrives!" 

Tommy looked at the pris- ■ 
oner and the prisoner looked 
at Tommy. A minute of 
stunned silence passed before 
either could speak. Finally 
the prisoner stuttered :"B-but 
h-how did you k-know . . ." 
Tommy scratched his head. 

"Search me," he replied. "I 
guess if you are a criminal, 
it's hard to hide it for long." 

Everybody gazed at the 
prisoner and darned if they 
weren't inclined to agree 
with Tommy! 

•The En<J 
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